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SCENE * 1 


{main Mes. Wriovonr's 's Houſe, with . 
| Projjett of a diflant Wood from the Window. 


Enter Mr, Was LOUGHEY, aud Pr. Fonrvttx. 


- Doctor Bertwill. G18 5 1 
N b ca a tee 
& cc n eng 
drinking? I 19 AAS 

Ant. Willoughby. „ an afraid; bot, Spa 
Doctot. Drinking has ever been his predamit- 
nant: vice: and chat like every other ill habit w 
accuſtom ourſelves to, i "Hicks bus ous: 


Ule, 


05 him) , B 


. b 


C2) 


Uſe, you know Dodor, as the oroviih lays, is 


ſecond nature, and we might, with as much 
probability of ſucceeding, attempt to cloſe the 
fiery mouth of the burning. Etna, as to induce 
him to forbear his tankard, and become a ra- 
tional being. 
Doctor Fortville. But tis worth the trial, 

however; and if our endeavours prove fruitleſs, 
you know we are but juſt where we began after 


all; on the - contrary, _ ſhould we be ſucceſsful, 


we ſhall have the happineſs of faving one honeſt 
fellow from 00923 We: and his miſerable fa- 
mily from ſtarving. "1 f 

Mrs. Willoughby. One honeſt flow 1 ! rather 
ſay one idle vagrant, who, igſtead of exerting 
his abilities in his buſi neſs, to preſerve himſelf 
and fimily from ruin, gives them up to the 


iron hand of poverty, and reduces \kitnſlf be be- 


neath the envy of a brute. 
Doctor Fortville. But why (if I way be 0 
bold as to aſk) do you TE ſo much 
ſor chis incorrigible fellow? AH 
M. Willoughby. :'You / hall? heats ; Some 
fifteen years ago, as well as I can remember, 
as 1 was driving down yon lawn, which was 
then my daily caſtom,> in my chaiſe and pair 
to enjoy the cool breeze ariſing from the river 
which Winds along * my horſes on a 
9 0 OO! - 


: 


K W 


ſudden took fright at the appearance of a dead, 
animal, which lay extended near the river, and 
croſs'd the road hich I ſhould paſs. Fruitleſs 
were my endeavours to govern the unruly. 
animals; whoſe terror encreaſed with mine. In 
yain I rent the air with ſhrieks for aſſiſtance, 
till a man, (father of him on whom we have 
been conſulting), haſten'd to my preſervation, 
uſt at the moment my, horſes, tired with fruit 
leſs ſtruggles for liberty, plunged with me into 
the river. Apparently lifeleſs, he bore me to 
his cottage, which ſtood hard by. the lawn. To 


that good man I ow'd my life; who in extrica- | 


ting me from the reins, (in which I was entang- 
led) received fuch a blow on his breaſt, from the 
hoot of one of my. horſes, that it was with dif- 
ficulty he could bear me to his home: the 
pain and anguiſh | of the wound deprived. him 
of his ſenſes, and ere I was well recover'd, my 
deliverer expir'd !.. His ſon, whom I found in 
_ 4 paroxyſm of deſpair for the loſs of his father, 
(then his only friend) was about twelve years 
of age ; him I took home with me, determined 
the gratitude I owed the father ſhould be trans- 
terr'd to the ſoan. 55 
Doctor mi. I what was this fame . 
man " 0 £ 912 
Ae. Wi roughly. He Tas s originally a-mer- 
4 | 45 1 chant 


14 


66 


chant in #Mueht cireumſtanees, who, after hay- 
ing buried his wife and four ſmall children, and 
being reduced through loſſes at ſea by ſhip- 
teck, and partly by the villaiy of thoſe he 
once thought his deareſt friends, diſguſted with 
the world; fetired, with his tile all; to the 66t- 
tage where I found him. The whole of the 
week of his fortune comſiſted in à few pieces of 
h6uſtiold furniture, with an annuity of about 
fotty pounds, which his creditors could not 
touch, and this his only fon. 

Doctor Fotfvilthe Strange! that under the 
etample of ſo good & pteceptreſs as yourſelf, 
Madam, his ſon ſniotild thus early addict him - 

felf to that infuffetble habit of drinking. 
ri. Mnbixbty. I did my utmoſt endea- 
yours to inſtil into his ybung tld: thoſe paſ- 
fiotis, which 1 with'd not to have been eradica - 
ted as he grew older: A more bopeful youth 
never preſerited Himſelf; T apprenticed him to a 
dxaper, he ferv'd his time with honour to him- 
ff; and credit to his maſter; from thence He 
married (with inly confſeiit) to 4 woman; whoſe 
poverty was her only Hut.  1- placed him in 
buſineſs, where he might have done well, till 
he joined hiniſelf with à ſociety of ſtiollers, and 
became a member of a ſpouting club; from 
that time I date bis -f A Mpnt-—-in bed 
B 2 all 


4 


all day—buſinefs neglected and himſelf in 
hourly expectation of à priſon; thrice have I 
releaſed him from the rude, unfeeling grafp of 
the bailiff, atid thtice would I releaſe him again, 
would he but endeavour to aſſiſt himſelf : At 
prefent he repays tny kindneffes with black in- 
gratitude, and tells me that tis my duty to fave 
the ſon ew mag, who preferv'd my life. - 
. ſa lu u or 180 ur} 
Who's Mere 2 | 
Alfred, {from without Fe 
e 'Tis I, Hamlet the Pane.” 
Ms. Willoughby. Here he comes, intoxica- - 
ted, I ſuppoſe, as uſual; if not with the fumes 
of wine, with the manners of the club, of which 
he is an honotable member: Now, W : 
for a touch of the ſublime, 8 


8 C E N E22 
Enter Arkin "6 


Alfred, 4 Thus far into the bohkels of the 
land have we marched on without impediment.” 
—TI beg pardon, Ma'am, your humble ſervant. 
MW.. Willoughby. Pray, Sir, to what unfor- 
tunate circumſtance do I owe of 
this viſit * In your preſent ſituation, is 
beſt company, and the beauties of Shakeſpeare 
(ſtrange to relate) weary me. 6,8 


0 6 ) 
Alfred, (ſpouting) / 


It wearies me; you ſay it wearies you- 
«« But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
cc What ſtuff *tis made of, whereof / tis born, 
74 1 am to learn | 
Cs And ſuch a want-wit ſadneſs makes of me, | 
e That I have much ado to know, myſelf. 3 
Doctor Fortville. I don't wonder at that. 
4. Alfred. Father, what news what on 
& craves acquaintance of ay hand, that I yet 
et Rh n,, -- 
Doctor Fortwille. Dawn me, but he's mad ! 
. Mrs. Willoughby. 1 beg, Sir, you will be 
more reſpectful to my 5 5 for 9 am 
1 thus intruded on? 
is Alfred. Why, the truth i is, 1 7 89 8 Tvea 
houſe full of curſt intruders at home, who want 
what I've not got to give them. ET al | 
Mrs. Wi illoughby. hs hu What” may that be, 
Sir ? A | 
Alfred. Money. he 
© Mrs. Wi. Nong by. M | 
Alfred. Ay, money ! or bs. muſt kick thoſe | 
infernal. raſcals out of my houſe, with as little- 
ceremony as they came in, and . : 
Mrs. Youghby. What then, Ar 
Alfred. ] muſt blow, out my own brains, to 
get quit of the conſequences of the lam. 


\ 


J 


E 
Mes. Willoughby. In thy preſent ſtate, Pre- | 
ſumptuous, dar'ſt thou die? Tp — 
A, ,, 10 5 


«« The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion ; ; 
« And the poor beetle that we tread upon, 
In corporal ſufferance finds a pang as great, | 
«« As when a giant dies.” | : 14:04 SHAFT, ICY 
Mrs. Willoughby. And is there nothing more 
to fear than the pains of dying, no dread of 


aught after death } to die uss 


Finne ſleep 
cc No more, and by a fleep to fay, we end 4 
«© The heart ach, and the thouſand nat'ralſhocks, 
T bat fleſh is heir to; tis a conſummation. '* 
«© Devoutly to be wiſhed. | To die, to fleep— 
«© To ſleep, perchance to dream; aye, there's 


* the rub, - 
« For in that ep of death what creams may 
come.“ Ne 


Doctor Fortville. wel ſaid, young man; if : 
you do but feel what you ſo n expreſs, | 


| I've ſome hopes of you yet: ' VB ITAL 


"Mrs. Willoughby." Well, Sir, if 1 could be 


certain from this, that you would keep your- 
ſelf ſober, and leave off thoſe rhapſodies, I 
might this once be ĩticlined to fayour you j but 
remeltiber; will 1 ſee an amendimeft, *is the 
; laſt time. 10 1 1425 176 2306, 2111 


&. 
1 


WY 


: 
% 0 - 


Bus Ren, Alfred. 8 


(83) 


Alfred,  ©* If I were now to die; *twere pow 
__ to be moſt happy. 
ce For I fear my ſoul hath her content ſo abſolute, 
That not another comfort like to this, 
10 Remains in unknown cp Me + | 
Mrs. Willoughby. Again, Sir, leave me; 
leſt I revoke what I have partly promis'd. ; 
Alfred, (afide) 1 feel I've not wine enough 
in my upper ſtory, I'll ſoon remedy that 
9 2 
. from without) 
Halloo, Halloo, Alfred, Alfred, where are you? 
Mrs. Willoughby. Do you bear, Sir, ſome 
of your noiſy companions calling in the ſtreet, 
you remember the conditions on which—— 
Alfred. © Hark! the glag trumpet ſounds ; 


.*© to horſe away, 


& My -ſoul's in arms and eager for the fray. 2 * 


MM. Willoughby. Heigho ! Now if 5 
pleaſe, Doctor, explain to me the plot you 
have in agitation, for the reformation of Mr. 
Alfred; and acknowledge, that what you,have 
ſeen and heard is above your comprehenſion, 
a7) of courſe beyond the reach of phyfic. . 
Doctor Fortuille. I do not deſpair yet, Ma- 
dam z but to buſineſs. Suppoſe this evening, 
when he quits his intoxicated ſons of riot, for 
the more peaceful retreat of his bedchamber, 
inſtead 


. 


inſtead of conveying bim there, (as is ; bel | 
when he's not able to conduct himſelf) we have 
him carried to the coal vault, a coffin, ſhroud, - 
and other appendages that are neceflary for the 
burial of the dead, muſt be ready to receive 
him, likewiſe infernal dreſſes muſt be provided 
for the ſexyants, whom we muſt appoint to aſſiſt 
us and inſtru& accordingly ; where, when the 
fumes of the wine he has been drinking, begin 
to diſperſe, and reaſon once more takes her 
ſeat, we muſt endeavour to perſuade him, that 
he died in a ſtate of .inebriety, and is then juſt 
riſen from the dead. 
Mrs. Willoughty. Why, Doctor, what Ie 
mean ? | 
Doctor Fortville, Let me alone; truſt every 
thing to me, and 1 doubt not but the iſſue will 
accord with my expectations. If the terror of 
eternal torments, when he awakes and finds 
himſelf in the infernal regions, does not make 
ſome impreſſion on his mind, and leave ſome 
fear on the tablet of his memory, ſome remorſe 
for the unhappy hours he has ſpent, when he 
is evinced to the contrary, and our {cheme diſ- 
cloſed to him, then lay I'm no hand at contriv- 
ing; and he in a fair way of being in real ear. 
neſt, as we have ju before left him | in ĩmagi- 


nation. Fe lives you * 
C 3 


(10) 
"As Wi Ioughly. Next door, in i; tene 
ment of mine; but ſtep with me to my cloſer, 


and we'll diſcuſs this matter rn | 
= (Egan, 


"The outfile — Fee . 


Enter HAI VAN ad SuBTI E. 


Hahard. Aye, bles your honour, be was 
a kind indulgent maſter. I gever think of him 
bur paſt happineſs obtrudes itſelf upon my me- 
mory, which, compared with my prefent miſery, 
gathers in my mind a dreadful hurricane. a 

Subtle. With your preſent miſery ! that's 
droll enough. I always conceived you a happy 
man, Halyard ; have you not a 'comfortable 
houſe over your head, have you nat Every con- 
venience of life in a moderate way, and let me 
tell you, Maſter Halyard, that's more than 
| thoufands can boaſt of. Preſent mifery 1 4 that's 
droll enough! Ak 
_ Hahard. I complain not, Sir, of the dif: 
penſations of Providence, with reſpect to my- 
felf, but eat my homely fare conitented, and 
acknowledge with pious * gratitude, the 
obligation I am under, to Him who ſent it. 
| But. when I think of my dear Maſter, Alfred 
- | ron 


' 


5 


Orwell but no matter, Sir, I am ſtriving 
. againſt the tide, am ſpeaking to one, whoſe 
heart has long been callous to the feelings of 
humanity. 
Subtle. That's droll enough ! callous to the 
| feelings of bumanity! I hope it ever will re- 
main callous to the impulſe of folly. - I never 
make the diſtreſſes of others my own; every 
tub upon its own bottom, Maſter Halyard, 
tis enough to bear one's own troubles and 
croſſes in life, * n the burden of 
others. | | 
Hahard. Ti is now, I think, pe twenty- 
ſeven years, ſince Sir Bertrand forced his ſon to 
ſea ; bout the ſame date, his daughter died of 
a broken heart, and left a dear little cherub, - 
dependant on the 7 of a 2 72 old weather- 
beaten tar. 
| Subtle. | That was Aroll a ! Why did 
you not take the child to Sir Bertrand Orwell ? 
Halyard. So I did; but Sir Bertrand refuſed 
to ſee him. His heart-is made of the ſame ma- 
terials asthine, that would defy thetale of wretch- 
edneſs to. raiſe the tear of commiſeration in his 
eye. I took the boy home with me. I had all 
the affection of a father for him, and the grati- 
tude I ow'd his parent, made the tie more bind- 
ing. He found me 2 poor diſtreſſed Seaman, 
| on who 


(12) 


who had fought the battles of his country, had 


loft his little all in the ſervice, and was reward- 


eld with poverty and contempt. He raiſed me 


from indigence, placed me in the hut which 1 
now poſſeſs, gave me a boat and nets, and left me 
in a ſtate of comparative affluence. Should I 
then deſert a child of his! ſooner would I pluck 
this heart from my care-worn breaſt, than ſuffer 
it to become callous to the feelings of gratitude ! 

Subtle. But why did Sir Bertrand ſend his 
ſon to ſea? 

Halyard. For marrying without his conſent. 

Subtle. That was droll enough ! 

Halyard. Eighteen ſhort months ſmiled up- 
on their happy nuptials, —happy, till Sir Ber- 
trand diſcover'd their connexion ; he burſt up- 
on them like an angry fiend, and cruſh'd em. 
beneath the load of his reſentment. 

Subtle. But why did Sir Bertrand object to 
his ſon's nuptials, and that too, when it was 


| Paſt remedy. 


Halyard. Though the lady whom bis ſon 
married had every virtue that is inherent in the 
ſex, it did not compenſate for her being poor. 

Subtle. That was droll enough! | 

Hahard. For which reaſon, he was determi. 


ned (as he could not diſannul their marriage) 


they ſhould both have cauſe to repent of their 
_— 


5 


( 13) | 
temerity. He engaged with a Captain Smith 
to convey his ſon privately to India; he was 
trepann'd on board, and in an unlucky moment 
the ſails were unfurl'd for anne at eee 
place they never arrived. L 

Subtle. How ſo 1 > | | 
 Halyard. You ſhall hear. One very . 
night, as I was fiſhing near the ſhore, with a 
tight breeze from the. South Weſt, I heard a 
Ggnal gun of diſtreſs fired to windward, I hif- 
ren'd a few moments and heard a ſecond gun, 
and after that it ſeem'd a whole broadſide, when 
all of a fudden, the fea appear d illuminated, 
and the piercing ſhrieks that accompanied this 
burſt of light made me ſoon conceive the fatal 
truth: I immediately flipt my cable; deter- 
min' d to give every poſſible aſſiſtance to thoſe 
whom fate had thrown into ſo dangerous a pre- 
dicament, at the hazard of my life; T made 
the wreck ; for the thought that I might have it 
in my power to fave a fellow-creature from de- 
ſtruction, baniſh'd fear, and made my heart in 

the midſt of dangers, light as a good man's con- 
ſcience. In a little time, the veſſel blew up- 
O Heavens! the horror of that ſcene !—and 
then left me as it were, in pitthy darkneſs, fave 
| where here and there the expiting embers float · 
ing on the water, appear d like little ſtars twink- 
>.4 * , ' ling 


4 


log through the fog, to guide me on; all was 
now ſtill, and the poor mariners had ſunk down 
to that bourne, from whence no traveller returns; 
when I obſery'd floating by.my boat, part. of 
her maſt and rigging, and ſomething I deſcried 
entangled in the ſhroud, but could not diſcover 
what 1t was. I thruſt my hand over. the gun- 
nel of the boat, and drew the Tigging towards 
me; I graſp'd a man's leg and with ſome 
difficulty extricated him from the ropes that 
had twin'd round him, and haul'd him aboard 
my boat. He was not quite dead, though life 
ſeem d ebbing faſt. I chafed his temples, 
pour'd a little brandy down his throat, took off 
his wet clothes, and wrapt him up in the beſt 
coyering my boat would afford; ſtruck a light, 
and holding it full in the face of the di ing man 
(to fee if I could diſcover any farther ſigns of 
exiſtence), judge of my grief and aſtoniſhment, 
when in the perſon of my dying gueſt, I beheld 
my only friend and ee Alfred 
Orwell!!! , -- H 
_ Subtle. That v was s droll enough! ! 
, " Hahard.. The light fell from my 1 ee | 
ſudden dizzine's. ſeiz'd my brain; it was with 
much difficulty I could. ſupport myſelf, from 
falling. I, however, bad juſt power ſufficient 
to reach my brandy battle, took a hearty ſwig, 
. 


. 
$418 . 


— 


(is) 


and was, in a little time again capable of being 
ſerviceable to my benefactor, whom 1 found 
Juſt ſufficiently recover'd to make myſelf known 
to him ; he graſp'd my hand, tried to ſpeak, 


but could not ! the exertion was too much for | 

him, I read his thoughts, and convinc'd bim 

as well as my agitation would permit me, that 
I would be a protector to his wife and child; 


he would have thank'd me again, preſſed my 


hand, heav'd a deep ſigh, and expired in my 


arms. "> r f ; 
Subtle. That was droll enough! | 


— 


Hahard. It were impoſſible for me to de- 


ſctibe to you my feelings, when I beheld my : 


ever-to-he-lamented maſter dead in theſe arms; 
—ſuffice it to ſay, that I convey'd his body to 


my dwelling, diſpatch'd a note to Sir Bertrand, 
informing him of the fad cataſtrophe; and re- 


queſted to know] his A eng 1 he 
body of his ſon. 

" Subtle. Well, and what acfiver did your re- 
ceive from Sir Bertrandd 5 

Hahard. On the receipt of my note, pro- 
per perſons were immediately order'd to take 
charge of the funeral, for to do Sir Bertrand 
juſtice, though he, depriv'd his fon of every 


comfort while living, he had him buried with 


all the pomp and lender Orwell manor could 


afford. | =: Oe: = Jars: 
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Subtle. That was droll enough! but pray 

what became of his wile, young Madam 
Orwell ? 
- Hahard. Ah! poor dear young lady! it 
broke her heart, One grave received them 
both; the knell that ſummon'd my dear maſter 
to his ground abode, toll'd at the ſame time the 
laſt ſad obſequies for his wife. 

Subtle. I don't know how it. is, Maſter 
Halyard, but I've a, ſtrange moiſter ſpringing 
from my eyes, and ſuch a twinging queer kind 
of teel in my noſe, that I could cry, if 1 was 
not aſham'd ; and that's Croll enough ! _ 

Halyard. Aſham'd ! give me your hand, 
excuſe the blunt freedom of an old worn-out _ 
tar; many a time has the ſame tale made theſe 
two. parch'd eyes of mine, drop like icicles in 
the Sun; and this poor, ſhatter'd frame, which 
ever. ſcorn'd to be depreſs'd by hardſhips, when 
dictated by duty, languid and ſpiritlefſs. 

Subtle, And what became of their offspring 
I have reaſons for being thus minute in my en- 
quiries. I preſume you know I'm Sir 1 
ſteward. 

Halyard. I do, Sir, or I had not thus far 
ſatisfied, your cu: ioſity. When Sir Bertrand 
refuſed to receive his grandſon, and order d me 


to be turn'd out of his houſe for * thus to 
; | rouhls 


9 


trouble him, he deſired the ſervant to tell me 
to provide for the brat, as an atonement for 
the property I had wheedled from his fon ; "for 
fo he called his ſon's kindnefles to me. 


Subtle. e ee | 


' Hahard. I took him at his word, had the 
boy home with me, provided him vitha nurſe, 
and reduced myſelf to the utmoſt ſtretch of 


human-nature to ſupport him My finances 


grew low—lI had not wherewithal to maintain 


us both The nurſe, grew clamorous, ſhe mult. 
have the money, or I muſt have the child. I 


again waited on Sir Bertrand, who a ſecond 


time order'd me to be turm d into the ſtreet. I. 
was reduc'd to deſperation, when the God of 
Heaven, who never deſerts thoſe that rely on 


him, at this critical juncture releas'd me from 
my difficulties, gave my boy a protector more 


extreme. 


able to provide for him, and me joy in the 


Subtle. That was droll enough! f 


Hahard. A gentleman paſſing by Sir Ber- 
trand's houſe at the time I was forcibly turn'd 
out of it, and obſerving my agitation, ſtopped 
and enquired the cauſe of my apparent ſorrow, 
and ſeem'd to ſympathize in my diſtreſs: I re- 


lated to him minutely the particulars of my 


woe-fraught tale, which when 1 had finiſh'd, 
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he took me by the hand, and with tears in his 
eyes, for my tale had affected him, told me he 
would be to the boy that friend I expected to 
find in Sir Bertrand; and he was as good as 
his word; he took him home to his houſe, 
call'd him his own ſon, and no one but our 
two ſelves knew aught to the contrary; he had 
been with bim about twelve years, when this 
good man was Killed in reſcuing a lady (one 
Mrs. Willoughby) from her carriage, which- 
the horſes had Nee Wag” and but for his 
timely aſſiſtance, muſt have loſt her life T now 
expected the boy would have fallen again under | 
my protection, but in that I was difappointed : 
Mrs. Wiltoughby proved that guardian to him, 
which her reſcue had deprived him of; nor 
does ſhe know to this day, but he was the ſon 
of her brave deliverer but ſee yonder beomes 
Sir Bertrand, ſtep into my cottage. | 

Subtle. Know then, that I was ſent to you 
from Sir Bertrand, to make enquiries reſpect- 
ing his grandſon; but, my own curioſity to 
know the ſtory from yourſelf, made me thus 


tardy on the buſineſs I was ſent upon mT 


Bertrand relents 
Hahard. You PRE me! twenty: -exer en 


years and upwards—— | . 
| 2 


(19) 


- Subtle. Come, come, not a word more, 
ep with me into your cottage, I have ſome- 
thing particular to ſay before the arrival of Sir 
Bertrand ; and ſee, he's 2 here chat 5 droll 
enough ! | 


SCEN E 8 

Enter Sir BzxTRAnD OkWELL. 
Sir Bertrand. The air blows freſh, and ex- 
hilarates the ſpirits, after a dull cloſe room, 


and an unſociable fire-fide., Time uſed not to 


lag ſo heavy with me, till I murder'd my PE ey 


boy down conſcience will not near thi 


years of ſad contrition fatisfy thy mercileſs crane 5 


ing? — then to refuſe his child — but pride 


damn'd pride, made me ſpurn the only comfort 


left within my graſp, leſt the world might be 
led to ſuppoſe I repented of my proceedings, 


and acknowledged my errors, when it was too 
late to benefit any one but myſelf. | But now 

my determination's fixed in this but, if 1 
miſtake not, reſides Halyard, poor old Hal- 


yard, who almoſt ſtarved himſelf to provide for 


the grandſon of à man, who has more riches 
than he knows how: to... expend-—damn'dl 
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As he walks to Hatvany's door, ALrRED 


enters from the oppoſite fide, and claps him on 
the Sroulder} 


Alfred. 1 know you, — “ you're a fiſh- 
y monger.” | 
Sir Bertrand. F iſhmonger !—Scoundrel !— 
know you whom you thus addreſs ?P— | 
Alfred. “ A hungry, lean-fac'd villain, 


A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 


A thread · bare jugler, and a fortune - teller, 


A needy, hallow-ey'd, mrp-woking wretch, 
Ax living dead mk." 


Sir Bertrand. Some "wretched maniac; ot 


1 features ſeem familiar to me: If you are 


capable of giving a reaſonable reply, anſwer EINE 
Who are you? © 

” "Alfred. A man, and a bold one too, 
«© who dare look on that Ae might pal the 
0 c devil. 8 * 

Look ye, Sir, Im Lord Scratch ,—very warm 


_ «© Tragedy weather, Sir,. but for my part 


4 hate Summer, and I'll tell you why!” | © 
Sir Bertrand. Miſereant! anſwer me one 
word more upon any ſubject, but informing me 
who and what you are 

Alfred. - 


(ay 


Alfr 2d, Don't you ſee what Tam? Have 


ce not eyes, hands, organs, dimenſions, ſenſes, 
cc affections, paſſions ? Fed with the ſame'food, 
« hurt with the ſame weapons, warm'd and 
66 cool'd -by the ſame Winter and Summer as 


you are? if you prick me, do I not bleed? 


ce if you tickle me, do I not laugh ? if you pot 
ce ſon me, do I not die? and if you wrong me, 
e ſhall I not revenge ?—If I wrong you, what 
is your humility ? Revenge. If you wrong 
me, what ſhould my ſufferance be by your 
* inſtruction ? Why, Revenge. The villainy 


tc you teach me, I will execute, and it ſhall 80 


hard but I will better the example.” 

Sir Bertrand. By heaven, I will make an ex- 
ample of you. 

Alfred. < Thou loſeſt — 0 
As eaſy may ſt thou the intrenchant air 


« With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed. 


* bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
46 To one of woman born. | 


Re-enter SUBTLE. 


Subtle, What noiſe is that I hear ; I wonder 
Sir Bertrand is not arrive. 


© Sir Bertrand. Ha, Subtle Im glad you 
are come; this fellow's inſolence has wrought. 
hard upon my patience but ſay, how fare's. 


my ſon ? Alfred. 


———{— — 
— —— — —v — 
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. Hifred. « Your ſon, my Lord, has 2 a 
( ſoldier's debt; 1 
nr Ml be-wihe Han. n 
£ The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd, 
« In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
«© But like a man he died.” 

Sir Bertrand. Ha! the villain's words ſpeak 


daggers to my ſoul ;. knos he aught about my 


fon that thus his chart, 4 far ſo cloſe 
withal ? 
- Alfred. << For 5 a deed fo brid, that but 
© to hear it, 
60 Would ſtrike into a 3 fluſ di in 8 
< Or an obdurate hangman, ſoft compaſſion ?” 
Sir Bertrand: Support me Subtle——ſuffer 


me to wall. into Halyard' $ cottage, I feel my- 


felf ill 1 1 
Subtle. Reſt yourſelf on my aria, Sir. 

ſia Alfred} and wait you till I retutn, and every 

bone in your ſkin ſhall witneſs the allection I 


e . AY * 


[ Exeunt Sir Bertrand and Subtle. 
-_ mo tmtnmnmnnm—— have heard 
That guilty creatures ſuting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the ſcene - 
geen ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 
Fey have proclaim'd their malifactions. 
* not wait the iſſue of chis adventure, leſt this 


r 


= 
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fellow ſhould be induc'd to keep his word, and 
his arguments prove more forcible than I could 
find words to reſiſt... intended calling on 
Halyard, but as matters have turn'd out, think 
it hardly ſafe. 

Gobbo, Launcelor Gobbo, good Laun- 

5s celot, 

« Or good Gobbo, cn, ili 

« Uſe your legs, 
Lake the art, run away.“ 


' (Echo 
Hh Haig 
a Where is this. lubber, who dare 
be inſolent to his betters ?-—ſlipt the cable—cut. 
and run—well, I'm not ſorry for it, as your ab- 
ſence does not detain me from Sir Bertrand; 
the firſt viſit he has paid me ſince the death of 
his ſon, and then he ſpoke ſo. kindly too. Oh! 
may ſive to ſee him reconcil d to his grand- 
fon !—(Ingrate, as he is, he is ſtill my benefac- 
tor's child)—and I ball have liv'd long enough 
to lay, I am arriv'd at the ſummit of my wiſhes 
in this world, and care nought how ſoon I'm 
ſummon'd to take my trial, 4. n a 
men * Beat. : 1. * ore 
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44 Room in 4 Ta avern, Company round the Table 
Drinking, and Smoating ] 


(48. together, as the Scene riſes} 
HUZZA | . HUZZA'! ? HUZZA! 


$ 77; ets 
bak Prefident| 

OME, Gentlemen, charge yout e ; 

I'am afraid poor Alfred's in limbo, by 

his long abſence, - but no matter if Mrs. 
Willoughby has deſerted him, he's as well 
there as any where'elſe, for any advantage our 
club will reap from him; to be ſure he ſpends 
his money freely when he has any to ſpend, and 
when he has not any, we can as freely diſpenſe 
with his company ;—but come, Milford, let 
us proceed to buſineſs ; to begin, ar us 

| with a ſong. | 


Milford 


*% 


( 25 * 
SINCE now we're all ſeated, ſo jocund and gar, 
In ſpight of the brawls of the nation; 
Let's merrily paſs the remains of the day, 
Each happy and ſnug in his ſtation. 
Blythe Momus, inſpire us, *tis Friendly invites, 
May the Gods all combine to approve 


Our innocent paſtime, our joyous delights, 


In a bumper to friendſhip and love. 


When Night's ſable curtain ſpreads over the earth, 
And warns us tis time to depart, 

May the Joys uf the doy . e tits Wendy: 
'Tis the Spring which ennobles the heart} 

One more toaſt, my good boys, before we reign, ' 
The Kine | (hear it angels above): 

May he long flouriſh happy with thoſe who conſign- 
A bumper to friendſhip, and love. 


Prefident. The toaſt has given me ſpirits, 


muſic ſtrike up, and Ty ot the the 110 
; . 3 | - 


*Ler Envy's dark 1 be banift's from a. 
The champions of calumny fall, © 
The death of thoſe miſcreants to virtues give kink, | | 
Which conſtitute Liberty- Hall; 


4 Then, Briton's rejoice, attend honour's call, 
NY * and e bh 


* — Ain iy b jad of Mr, Parr, 


Orgauit, Brighton, | 
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May Albion's iſle as of old be rever'd, 
The terror of traitors, example to all, 
Magna Charta defend, that juſtly endear'd 
Prime val ſupporter of Liberty-Hall; 
Then, Briton's rejoice, attend honour's call, 
Toaft—King, Conflitution, and Liberty-Hall. 


e e e e ee eee 

(Enter ALFRED, intoxicated, Company riſes to 

ſalute him) 

| Prefident. Alfred, my dear fellow, how fs 
you; your late attendance has ruined the con- 
viviality of our meeting, we have done nothing 
but bemoan your abſence, theſe two hours. 
Alfred. © Your ſorrows have eaten up my 

C ſufferance ? Pray, Gentleman, be ſeated. | 
© "Preſident. Gentlemen, to order, order, order 
—fill Mr. Alfred a davy. N 55 you i 

a bottle behind hand. 


(Preſents Alfred with a rummer of Patt | 


Alfred. ** Sol take off this bumper, / drinks) 


e and now I can ſtand the teſt, 
« And my comrades ſhall ſee that Pl die as 
„ brave as the beſt.” | __ ; {Sings. 
Prefident.. Well ſaid, ny heart of. ay 1 
game to the ſpine! 8 9 = | . 
Alfred. *©* If thus a man can die, | 
OURS % Much bolder with brandy.“ 
69416 11 his glaſs with Brandy: 


Ar * a For 


| 
| 
\ 
| 
| 
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= For valour the ſtronger grows: 

The ſtronger liquor veꝰre drinkang, © 
0 * Then how can we feel our woes, 2275 
* When we've loſt the trouble of 
„thinking.“ $166 nt nl © 1 897 

«© Oh: for a few. ſhort. moments to tell _ 
** how my heart. bleeds for yous? -, 1m Hat" 
Pa : Bleeds for Pa PF 
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Ae, cc « Angels and —— of grace 
« defend us! | 

Be thou ſpirit of health, Is donn'd?” 
ie he Baile 

Bali, Cup, cup, Sir, you' te my ptiſoner 3 
and I ſuppoſe you Gentlemen xn n 
ces too well to attempt a reſeumme 5 1:95 
Aurel. 0 4h men =; * W 

ee. e nd z 
Bailif. of al men elſe. bare fought aſter 

ther: „ t nll e A | 

Mobi And fin thy: Rinde | 4 
„„ May this arm, 11 — 

Throw thee to the earth, 0 eee 
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cc Poverty, ſhame, pride, and the name of a villain 
Light on me, if ever I forgive thee.” 
Bail. 6 is the man drunk, or be- 
fide himſelf > - ' 3 
| Alfred. Inſtantly quit the room; Fs. 
Ot by the Gods FI lay a ſcene of blood, 
© Shall make this dwelling horrible to nature.“ 
Preſident. Cotnpoſe yourſelf, my dear fel- 
low, matters may yet turn out better than you 
imagine ;—will you, Sir, accompany us peace- 
ably to Mrs. Willoughby, where if every thing 
is not ſettled to your ſatisfaction, well then 
_ refign Mr. Alfred e EE What 
fay you, Sir? 
- Bailiff. I've no oljbAtirs;—only give me 
good words; there's more fle 8 with 


u than vinegar. 1275 
- "Prefident: Come nes; Mr. Area, | Be 


ſeem a little deranged, place yourſelf in this 
chair, and we'll ſave you the trouble of walk- 
LES ing; come, nk fit oe but I _ 
(They * Lim ee 
Alfred. Stand off, Linſiſt on got riding thus: 
[hat villain came to fetch my body, d 
damn me, but be ſhall carry it. $4 
N gene , werte eee eee A 
r Baan. 
e E NE (V 
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( EnterSir BzxTRAND OxWELL * e 
1 from the Cortage:) 33 ; 


Sir Sad By the 4 you uwe 
given me, it muſt have been my grandſon, h 
inſulted me previous to my entering your cot · 
tage; methought his features ſeemd familiat 
to me; he's very like his ne eee 
think twas not he? 

Halyard. I am afraid” it was, Sir Bertrind'; 
his GO ae ans gi” me eee 
fineſs. , {4 P4900 3 
eie Kod 50 Knows he aught 60 e 
contrary, that the good old che e 5 
a | 
ner He does, 8 1 infotna'd' him 

(fince the death of Mr. Barclay)” chat he was 
not his father, wirhout difclofing'to him the ſe- 
cret of his birth; as 1 did not wich to buoy 
him in any expeRtanties,” fave thoſe beftow'd vn 
him by Mrs. Willoughby, til 1 bad effected 
his admiſhom into your family hien, An 
within theſe” 19 uy I had 3 
PREM: 4 Þ M WY 2 ' 2 AELA MAY pl. 
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(39) : 
Sir Bertrand. And well you might; but 
fpight of my inflexibility and unfeeling beha- - 
viour, a diadem were dearly bought at the ex- 
pence of what, within theſe thirty years, 1 _ows 
voluntarily brought upon myſelf, . .{ 
Halyard. Shall I attend you to Mrs. wü 
loughby' s, Sir, or would you firſt wiſh an inter- 
view with Mr. Alfred? | 
Sir Bertrand. No, not with Alfred, at pre- 
"we am not. ſufficiently. ..prepar'd. 1 feel 
| myſelf unequal to the taſk ; beſides, I ſhould 
wiſh him a little reform'd before l diſcover my- 
ſelf to him. —or 1 may ſubject myſelf again to 
inſult. I have no objection to waiting on Mrs. 
Willoughby.——-Halyard, I feel myſelf fo in- 
finitely obliged by your generous and unintereſt- 
ec conduct, that it would make me exceſſively 
vnhappy, did you not agree to reſign your cot-. 
tage, and ſpend the latter part of your days 
with one who reverences you for your virtues ; 
and who, in endeavouring to excite your hap- 
pineſs, promotes his own: N ay vou? 
Shall we be friends? E 1 00 
\i Halyard. Sir Bertrand, 1 want nds to ex. 
Nreſs what I now feel. —excuſe me, Sit, (weeps): 
your generoſity; overpowers me; — I have 
ſſtemm d the gales of adverſity, and yeather'd. 
the quickſands of deſpair, and hope, pn each 
2 | | trying BY 
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| ( 31 ) a 78 
trying occaſion, have never prov'd myſelf un- 
worthy the name of an Engliſhman. Misfors 
tune and myſelf are nearly allied, and I never 
yet obtain d a friend, who was not early ad. 
mitted into the ſame unlucky family. No 
Vonder then, this ſudden ſquall of joy ſhould _ 

almoſt overwhelm the ſhip, and ſend this ”- | 

ſhatter'd hulk to the bottom. = * 
S8 ix Bertrand. Halyard, give me your band: 
from this moment we are brothers. We have 
both drank largely of the bitter potion of ad- 
verſity, though from different cauſes. Your's 
_ proceeded from innate rectitude, which, (ho- 
ever gloomy in appearances) finds, though a 
ſlow, a ſure reward at laſt, affords a charming 
retroſpect, makes your latter days happy, and 
eaſes the pains inherent to the bed of death. 
Mark the contraſt ;. misfortunes like mine, ori- 
ginating from ambition, avarice, erbelty, and 
oppreſſion, afford a retroſpect dark as Erebus ; 
bend my grey | hairs: with ſorrow to the laſt 
ſtage of my wretched exiſtence, and make the 
pangs of a death · bed horrible to human nature. 
Hahard. Unleſs the cardinal virtues, with - 
heavenly inſpiration, oppoſe. thoſe demons. of 
_ darkneſs, (from whom proceeded all thy cala 
mities), ſink them to their native hell, and 
leave the mind, from which they have been 
— | 55 


Qu) 


difleized, pure, and nnn | 
potent Maker firſt deſign'd it ſhould be. | 
Sir Bertrand. Come then, Halyard, be ever 
thus my comforter ; methinks I feel already in- 
ſpired with heavenly forgiveneſs. But, come, 
let us haſte to wait on Mrs. Willoughby, I am 
unpatient to ſee her—and behold, the evening 
gets late ; the Sun, ſome hours, has withdrawn 
its cheering rays, and bright Luna has begun 
to tinge yon tow'ring trees with ſilver: The 
Shepherds have ſecured their fleecy care, and 
plodding homeward, hail joy, content, and 
e in the . of their families. 
Eren. 

„ 

"ta Room in Mrs. Wee 3 Hoe Fo 


Enter Tnomas Franrvi. 25 


Thomas Fearful. What the plague can my 
Miſtreſs ani that old rogue of a Doctor be 
plotting ?—coffin, ſhroud, | and Devil knows 
beſide, nobody dead in the houſe or ap- 
tly like to die! I've a ſtrange miſgiving 
at my heart : it was but this morning, I re- 

etived a bottle of medicine from his ſhop, and 

have felt myſelf queeriſh ever ſince I've taken 
| AG I'm all in a cold fiveat with ap- 
. | | e 
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| W the coffin isn't intended for 
me: But what advantage can poſhbly accrue 
to old Belzebub from poiſoning me O Lord! 
O dear — perhaps to ſlice, boil, and wire me 
up for a ſkeleton ; ſo the coffin's to prevent 
ſuſpicion, —but that my miſtreſs ſhould- coin- 
cide with this diabolical old death-hunter,—I 
- . muſt acknowledge that circumſtance: confounds 
me. But who knows what plauſible ſtory he 
may have fabricated to deceive her ?—Poffibly 
he may have perſuaded her, that I am afflicted 
with ſome incurable diſorder, and nothing but 
my ſpeedy diſſolution will fave the family cm 
the ſame infection; or that I have been bit by 

a mad dog, —and now I recollect, old Tray, 
whom the Groom killed ſome days ſince, they  - 

ſaid was mad, and it. was reported in che houſe 9 
that Tray had bit me it muſt be ſo . _ 
there was a twinge, -I feel the curſt arſenic 
preying on my vitals :—Phew | there was 2 
twinge again,—oh I oh! oh dear ſee how 
my hands ſhake, my teeth chatter, and my 
knees knock againſt each other; my eyes grow 
dim, my tongue ſwells, and my mouth waters: 
oh that damn d Doctor, that infernal Doctor: 3 
Phew |—O my poor vitals,— Em dying, Im A 
. . dend. (Lies down. . 
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(44) 
| SCENE VI. 
Rags {Ball vines) © 
Enter Doctor ForTvILLE. 
Doctor Fortville. Sirrah ! don? you hear the 
bell ring? 
Thomas Fearfal. Oh! I'm dead—J'm me 
fon'd—Pm dead 
Doctor Fortwille. Poilon'd, are you ! 
pray who poiſon'd you ? 
Thomas Fearful. Oh! that inp of Belze- 
bub, Doctor Fortville ! 


Doctor Fortville. The Devil he aid ! and 


you're dead, are you 
Thomas Fearful. Im dead —dead a as. chic 
in the breaſt of a Mifer. | 


Doctor Fortville. Then ſhall troy ane avs | 
_thy reſurredtion ; here, ſeoundrel, take 
that {Beats bim. 


Thomas Rarſul. Oh! murder, ſword, fire, 
poiſon ; "HO; murder, murder— — 
T (Serambles up, and runs off. 

Doctor Fortville. To Kill the Wing, uy 
bers ſtrive, 1400 

5 Bat few te e the Sei ahve. | 1 
ET Enter Sunvant. Ab 

Servant. Oh, Sir! now's the time, "mw 
Alfred's in the coffin. © © © ; 
Doctor Fortville. Ha how came he ther. ö 


Servant. 


_ — = * — — 


( 35 ) 


Fru. You nut know, Sir, Mr. Alfred 
was arreſted at the Spouting Club, for the fame 
debt wkieh he expected my Miſtreſs would 
ſend the Steward to diſcharge ; and imagining, 
I ſuppoſe, that ſome miſtake mult have oc- 
curred, through the ſorgetfulneſs of my Mil- 
treſs, or negligence of the Steward, him elf 
with his noiſy companions have juſt been here 
to enquire particulars ; Mr. Alfred, intoxicated, 
fell aſleep in the arms of thoſe, who brought 
him here; the Steward, by order, difcharged 
the Bailiff, diſmiſſad his noiſy ſex, and convyey- 
ed him to the coal-yault, where, Sir, the 
Servants you have appointed, wait your pleaſurs 

Doctor Fortville. IH attend immediately. 
Now if I am but as fortunate in convincing this 
man that he's dead, as I have been ſuecaſaſul in 
evincing the other he was alive, I don't dent 
put the iſſue will turn out to my expetation; 
| 5 { Exit, with the Servant. 


s e E N E VI. 


(Coal Fault, 4. A 
afleed in the Coffin. Doctor ForTviItecs aud 
the Servants with lights in their hands,” al 

guad as Infernals; after a ſhort ſpace of tims, 

ALFRED atvdhes, and fits upright is the . 

Fu, after being * by Dr. Fonrviiie) 


2 | 


(36) 


Doctor Forwville. Alfred! Alfred Alfred! 
Afredl. Who is he with voice unbleſt, 
That calls me from the bed of reſt, 

% Tis now the very Wende time of 
i eee e 
When church- yards bnd! Hela. 
e ſelf breathes out 2 | 
«© Contagion to the world. * 0.119 
If all the Devils in my be drawn in 
23 25225 262 2 

AI ſpeak to you.” v1 rn 
- Doctor Fortville... Liſt! Lia! Oh Liſt! 
Alfred. Now for it then ;—Heyday ! what 
have we here? coffin am I awake, or in a 
dream, or do my eyes! deceive, me, Why, 
dam me, I'm not dead. Riſel from the coin. 

Doctor Fortville. For thy 'excefes; © drun- 
kenneſs, and debauchery, while on eartli, art 
thou doom'd to everlaſting torment, to be 
roaſted in eternal fire, by the devil and his angels. 
Alfred. Avaunt, thou ſpectre ! [rather alarm d 
For my exceſſes while on earth it cannot be. 
Some trick to terrify me, if that's the | caſe, 
thoſe. who have thus cauſed. me to be alarm'd, 
have got their wiſhes; for I never felt myſelf 
ſo aukwardly fituated before. Say, am I right ? 
\ . it but a joke, and I forgive you 


» (Servants groan J — * defend me 1 15 


. by where | 


— 


—— ——— i 


—— —e— 


; „ 

where will all this end ono PH not be 

alarm'd. - (Vitb reſolution.) )))) 
(Dr. Fortville advances to the ſobt of the 18 

* Avaunt! and quit my She, let the —_— 

ies hide} hee ” 
«© Thy bones are marrowlſs thy 1 Blood i 2 
| cold: 5 ad. INT = 
% Thou haſt no orion in thoſe eyes 755 
* aun thou doꝰſt glare wit“. 
Dr. Fortwille beckons Alfred to follow bins, 
«© What man dare, I dare; —— | 
Like the rugged Ruſlian Bear, wa armed: * 
| © Rhinoceros, or h 
The Hircanian Tyger, take any In 
Hut that, and my firm nerves ſhall never 
, tremble. © 4 7 AG EW” 
© Hence; horrible ſhadow.” 8 
Spight of my boaſted reſolution, I begin to 
feel myſelf terriſide0. 
Doc tor Fortuille. Thy doom is but, the un- 
alterable decree is paſt, prepare to receive that 
puniſhment, which thy i exceſſes have 
ſo juſtly meritdt. 

Alfred. Ah! again. 3 Gadden tremor 
ruſhes on my frame My ſenſes are abforbedin 
apprehenſion - My brain is all on fire! -a wild 
abyſs of thought O the fell ſtings - 

Doctor Fort ville. . , —Tvy 
ae | doom 


o . - * 
— 4 4 
R — 


* = » 


oo _.- . o - —  ——— — 4s f 
„ — — „ 4 K 


(38) 
doom is fix'd irrevocably ; prepate thee then, 
nor with cowardly lamentation expect to move 
the decree ſo juſtly ER againſt thee— 
ſeize him 
Alfred. Oh! hold, in merey, ceaſe white. 
(Ou his knees to Doctor Fortville. 
This once forgive my paſt errors, the indiſcre- 
tions of my youth; ſuffer me once more to re- 
fill the ſtation from whence I have ſo late been 

. taken, tranſport me from this place of horror, 

rg : | 2. 

Duc tar Fortvills, No more; Dæmons affail 
him. 

Aurel. Then fortune do thy worſt, 

(Alfred farts np, and atienipts to ran of, the 
Servants purſue him in all dinections, darting 
fire in his face, "tall worn ont with fruitleſs at- 

 temp#s 16 eſcape, be faints away.) | | 

(Dr. Fortville throws off bis black cloak, 
Duttor Fortwide I am afraid we have purſued 
this bubnefs a little £00 far; a thought ſtrikes 
me, bear him this way. (Servants bear him of. 
N 
The Drazwing-Roow. 154 


(u Doctor FoRT VII IE, with SERVANTS, 
ſupporting Autxud, who Fell continues io 4 


firoon.) 


Doctor 


(39) 
Doctor Fartville. There, ſoftly lay him on 
the ſofa,——there, that will do, retire— 
( Applies Hartſhoru to his Noſe. 
I hope, young gentleman, this leſſon will not 
be thrown away upon you— (Alfred recovers. 
Alfred. Avaunt ! ye imps of daiknefs!—nor 
dare aflail me more; — ſee ! it's there ſtill !— 
(jumps. off the ſofa, terrified 
The fire ſtill whizzes bout my 1 
am! 5 | 
Doctor Fortvillt. How do you feel yourſelf 
now, Sir. Since you left your company at the 
club, have I been watching beſide you; per- 
ceiving as your companions were bearing you 
home, that you were ill; and medical aſfiſtance 
neceſſary, I perſuaded » Mrs. Willoughby to 
have you conducted here, propaſing myſelf to 
attend and give you that aſſiſtance your ſitua- 
tion ſeem'd. ta require, But ſay, how feel you, 
Sir? Why that earneſt look ? | 
Alfred. Can it be poſſible !—Merciful God! 
then was it but a dream ?—Amazement ! 
O Doctor, did I but relate to you my dream 
Heaven defend me! my blood runs chill 
with horror. Pray conduct me to Mrs. 
Willoughby; my future life ſhall be as that 
5 woman has ever advis'd me. 


SCENE 


(40). 
S CEN E 1X. 


(Enter Mrs. WitLovonsy, HarLYaARD, and 
Sir BERTRAND ORWELL.) 
[ Alfred on bis knees, to Mrs. Willoughby} 


Alfred. O Madam |! can'ſt thou receive to 


thy fayour an humble penitent, who wiſhes to 


forſake the paths of vice, and imitate thoſe vir- 
tues ſo conſpicuous in thyſelf. I fee you can 
I perceive forgiveneſs beam benignant from your 
eyes, —accept then, Madam, my moſt fervent 
contrition, and when I offend again, may I be 


the verieſt outcaſt in nature. 
Mrs. Willoughby. Riſe, Alfred ; be but what 


thou promileſt, is ſhall be proud to ac- 


knowledge myſelf friend, But here are 
other claims on yo affections, and thoſe you 
little dream of. : $4 6, 
Alfred. Mean you Halyard? Madam „he has | 
ever had my deepeſt gratitude ; tho'I am afraid 
my conduct latterly has almoſt obliterated from 
his memory the exiſtence of our formerfriendſhip. 
Halyard. Not ſo, either, however your 
deviation from the paths of rectitude may have 
Ppain'd me; I ever entertain'd the moſt rooted 
affection for you,—and now my dear Alfred, the 
. time's arrived, that I have long promiſed to 
diſcloſe to you the ſecrets of your birth. In 


N Sir Bertrand Orwell, behold your grandfather. 
; Alfred. 


(41) 


Alfred. My grandfather ! — Merciful Hea- 
ven ! the very man whom I this morning fo 
| thoughtleſsly inſulted, ——confuſion !——O Sir, 
my remorſe for——my contrition on 
his knees l dare not look thee in the face, 
till thou pronounce my pardon. . 
Sir Bertrand. Accept it then; we have 
been both to blame: ! planted the root of evil 
in deſerting thy father, and tts fit I ſhould par- 
take of the fruits of the tree; accept then my 
condonation, and here I acknowledge you heir 
to my title and eſtates. | 
Alfred, Your 8 overcomes me, Sir; 
the tranſition from the loweſt depth of human 
miſery, to this tranſcendent and unlook'd for 
happineſs, has quite unmann'd me. O Fal- 
yard! how ſhall I ever make atonement to you, 
for your unexampled kindneſſes. 
Halyard. By forſaking the paths of folly 
and diffipation, and becoming a good Member 
of Society. The ſecrets of thy birth, when 
thou art ſufficiently compoſed, ſhall be more ex- 
plained to thee. the ſpirits of departed bo- 
dies are ſuffer d to behold the proceedings on 
this orb below, I hope my dear Maſter's ac- 
quits me, in fulfilling thoſe promiſes” I made 
him in our laſt ſad interview. | | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
: 
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